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Local History Link 
Keeping you in touch during the coronavirus emergency                  No. 12 
_________________________________________________________________ 
 
Welcome to edition No. 12 of Local History Link, with more articles to keep up your interest in local history 
until such time as we can all meet again … and that can’t be soon enough! 
Jim has written about the 1970s, a decade of great change, and would greatly appreciate your memories of 
this important era. Tony continues his history of south-east Essex, with an interesting piece on the Bronze 
Age, a period which has left some fascinating archaeology in our area, and Sue has written nostalgic articles 
on the music scene in the town in the 60s, focussing on the Kursaal ballroom, and The Great Storm of 1987. 
Send articles, photos, etc., by email to Jim at jsanctuary28@gmail.com or post to 28 Darlinghurst Grove, 
Leigh-on-Sea, SS9 3LG. As usual, keep safe, keep well … and also keep alert! 

Tony, Tricia and Jim 
 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 

REMEMBER THE 70s? 
 

To many of us, it doesn’t seem that long ago, yet it was the decade when the Vietnam War came to a close, 
the Watergate scandal was exposed, the oil crisis threatened the introduction of petrol rationing and 
unemployment was on the rise. In 1976 we all enjoyed a heat-wave summer … but that led to a serious drought, 

with hose-pipe bans and stand pipes 
in some towns across the country! 
The following year, we celebrated the 
Queen’s Silver Jubilee, with street 
parties taking place across the realm 
(see photo left). And in politics, Ted 
Heath, Harold Wilson and Jim 
Callaghan occupied No. 10 (but not 
at the same time!). We experienced 
the three-day week, the 1979 ‘winter 
of discontent’, dustmen, postal 
workers and miners’ strikes, power 
cuts, and at the end of the decade, 
Margaret Thatcher became Britain’s 
first female Prime Minister. It was 

the decade of pocket calculators, microwave ovens, floppy discs, video recorders, lava lamps and, in 1971, 
Britain’s currency was decimalised. Gone for ever were pounds, shillings and pence! Kids enjoyed Space 
Hoppers, Chopper Bikes, Space Wars figures … and we enjoyed playing Trivial Pursuit! 
Pop music saw the break-up of the Beatles, the rise of Elton John, Fleetwood Mac, David Bowie, the era of 
Glam Rock … and, of course, the phenomenal success of ABBA. The 1970s also saw the emergence of Punk 
culture; remember The Sex Pistols? And in 1972 the first Gay Pride rally took place.  
At the cinema we watched The Godfather, Star Wars, The Wicker Man, Get Carter, A Clockwork Orange, 
and Saturday Night Fever … not forgetting all those cheeky Carry On films! On television, Fawlty Towers, 
Porridge, Some Mothers Do ‘Ave ‘Em and The Good Life were popular situation comedies, and in crime 
drama, the realism of Softly Softly, Special Branch and The Sweeny replaced the nostalgia and sentiment of 
Dixon of Dock Green. On the fashion scene, for men bell-bottom trousers, turtle-neck shirts and platform 
shoes were all the rage, and midi and maxi dresses, shift dresses, designer jeans and palazzo pants 
characterised women’s fashion. The Ford Cortina was the best-selling car of the decade, but unfortunately 
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British Leyland launched the loathed, blob-shaped Austin Allegro, which became the downfall of the company, 
with the Government having to intervene to avoid bankruptcy. 
In 1970, the era of global travel began when the first Pan Am Boeing 747 jet airliner landed at London 
Heathrow. The decade also saw the development of Concorde, the fastest passenger aircraft in the world, 
which commence regular services between London and New York in 1976. 

And in our town? Gale force winds in 
September 1970 fanned the flames of a massive 
fire that destroyed many properties along the 
Golden Mile, including the Criterion and Ivy 
House pubs (see photo left). In 1971, the Tower 
Block at Southend Hospital was opened by The 
Princess Royal, and the Municipal College, the 
iconic Edwardian building at Victoria Circus, 
was demolished. The Ritz cinema showed its 
last film in 1972 and became a Top Rank bingo 
hall. Dixon’s departmental store, which had 
traded at its prominent site at Victoria Circus 
since 1913, closed in 1973, and, in the same 
year, the Kursaal Pleasure Park put up the 
shutters. March 1973 saw Hammerson 
Shopping Centre open for business, replacing 

the fondly-remembered Talza Arcade. And in Leigh’s Old Town, the Regatta was successfully revived. 
In March 1974, John Ruggles-Brise, Lord Lieutenant of Essex, opened the new Central Library in Victoria 
Avenue and Belfairs Park hosted The Princess Royal in 1974 when she opened the new Riding School for the 

Disabled. The middle of the decade saw 
Dutch Elm Disease run rife across the 
country, destroying thousands of 
venerable elm trees. Southend was not 
spared, with the loss of 80 elm trees at 
Southchurch Park, and over 2,000 
across the Borough. 
The Pierhead was engulfed by fire in 
July 1976 (see photo left), and in the 
same year the Bowling Alley was 
destroyed by fire. It was also the year 
when the last regiment left Shoebury 
Garrison after over 125 years of active 
service. In the Queen’s Silver Jubilee 
year, Southend Council approved 
planning consent for the housing 
development on the site of the old 

Kursaal Pleasure Park, and in the following year the Flood Defence Barrier was completed along the seafront 
between Chalkwell and Westcliff.  
A severe storm in 1978 caused massive devastation, especially in Old Leigh, where The Peter Boat was badly 
damaged and stock washed out to sea. Westcliff Leisure Centre suffered badly from flooding, as did many 
other properties along the foreshore. It was also the year when one of the town’s oldest buildings, The Royal 
Hotel, underwent major refurbishment.  
In the final year of the decade, at Southend Airport the iconic Carvair aircraft made its final flight following 
many years of service ferrying cars across the Channel, carrying holiday-makers on the first part of the journey 
to their holiday destinations. 
So ends the 1970s, a most eventful decade throughout the world and across the UK … but also with plenty 
happening in our home town. But what are your memories of the 1970s? Good or not so good? Whatever they 
are, drop me a line for inclusion in a future edition of Local History Link. Jim Sanctuary 
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THE BRONZE AGE IN SOUTH-EAST ESSEX 
  
The Bronze Age was a fascinating time in the development of Britain, including our local history of South 
East Essex. There is no consensus on dates for the Bronze Age, but an approximation would be 2500 BC until 
8000 BC. In Britain, the Bronze Age spanned a period of about 1,700 years. 
When the Bronze Age started in Britain, the land was home to a primitive populace, the Stone Age people.  
These people lived as simple farmers with few tools apart from their stone axes. By the time the Bronze Age 
was over, Britain was a land with many cultures. The people had the ability to use bronze to make useful tools, 

and pottery and weapons. They had developed a primitive 
kind of writing and were also able to construct large megalith 
structures such as Stonehenge. 
The changes came about because of waves of new immigrants 
into south-east Britain from the Continent. The first wave of 
immigrants were the ‘Beaker’ people. They came from the 
large area between the Baltic and the Rhine and were called 
the beaker people because of the characteristic 
pottery ‘beakers’ that were used in their internment burials 
(see photo left). They are also remembered for their 
characteristic weapon which was a flint, leaf-shaped dagger 
blade. In 1924, during work at Thorpe Hall brickfield, an 
ancient ‘beaker’ burial site was discovered. Flint-shaped 
arrow heads have been found at Hadleigh, Rayleigh and 
Shoebury.  
However, most of the immigrants to Britain during the Bronze 
Age came from Southern Europe. The Bronze Age – the use 
of bronze – had started some 500 years before the use of 
bronze came to Britain. Copper, from which bronze is 

produced, has a relatively low melting point compared with metals like iron, and can be made in comparatively 
small, simple furnaces. 
Some bronze hoards have been found in the Leigh area, the largest between Flemming Avenue, Tankerville 

Drive and Prittle Brook. This is proof that the people of Leigh were working in bronze. The photo above 
shows a hoard of bronze artifacts found at Shoeburyness.  
Some immigrants arrived in Britain with special skills in making large stone structures. They came in 
particular from the Anatolia area of what is now Turkey. It is their descendants who were responsible for the 
great stone structures we can still see in the British countryside, such as Stonehenge. 
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The Bronze Age people developed a distinctive culture, particularly strong in their respect and 
commemoration of their dead. Bronze Age man was eventually replaced by Iron Age man around about 800 
BC. These newcomers were able to use iron to make a much wider range of tools and weapons, including 
conveyances with metal wheels. Tony Bullock 
 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 
                                                                    “YOU DANCING?” 

 
While we have been confined to barracks someone from another Club has been sending out video clips of 
music and dancing. He started during the War years with the Lindy Hop and Jitter Bug to a Glenn Miller 
number, then through to the Rock and Roll era with Bill Haley and Little Richard, and we’re now up to The 
Twist by Chubby Checker.  One of the clips was of the Shim Sham, a dance that I’d never heard of, let alone 
seen, but which has become my favourite ‘go to’ for a ‘cheer up’ on days when this lockdown seems never 
ending. In case anyone is interested, I’ve added a link below: 
 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hFc2qHlr_G4&app=desktop   
In the 60’s, Friday night was definitely ‘girls’ night out’ when a crowd 
of us from work used to frequent the dance halls attached to the pubs 
around Southend. We often opted for The Elms but on one occasion 
when that was empty all piled into a taxi (no seat belts required) and 
finished up at the Halfway House on the seafront.  It might sound like a 
cliché but, yes, we actually did used to dance around our handbags 
sometimes as when we all took to the floor to dance to The Beatles or to 
do The Twist we couldn’t leave them on the seats. 
Saturday night was quite different.  We all used to gather at the Kursaal 
where we danced on the amazing sprung floor to a live band with a 
splendid girl singer.  One of our group said that when she went to a 
presentation of clips of Southend years later, she saw us all standing 
outside waiting for our ‘dates’.  If that were so it must have been a really 
unusual night as often, they would arrange to “meet you inside” which 
meant we had to pay for ourselves. Second dates in those cases rarely 
happened! 
The evening mostly started with a few Ballroom dances before moving on to jive music (I felt for the chaps 
who used to cross the floor to say to someone “do you wanna dance” or worse still “you dancing …?” only to 

be told no thanks they were sitting this one out). One 
friend was delighted when at the end of one particular 
evening she announced that she had a lift home.  We 
were all extremely impressed until the vehicle turned 
out to be a bubble car very similar to the one in the 
photo.  Not fazed in the slightest she managed to get 
in quite gracefully, so her Lucy Clayton deportment 
classes proved to be money well spent. 
Once we had permanent boyfriends and then fiancés 
(I met Alan in the Kursaal one evening) we still went 
regularly.  My best friend’s chap, the only man in our 
group who had had ballroom dancing lessons, was 
very much in demand, especially when it came to a 
quickstep.  At the end of the evening we gathered in 
lines of eight or ten, arms round each other’s waists to 

hop around the floor to the March of the Mods: surely the most boring, repetitive tune ever written. 
We don’t, of course, choose when we’re born but I must say that I’m glad that I experienced the 60’s in their 
entirety: the fashion, hair, makeup, relative freedom and never forgetting it was the only time to date when 
England won the World Cup. Sue Balkwell 
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THE BROOMWAY, FOULNESS ISLAND 
 

A recent edition of The Sunday Telegraph featured an interesting article on favourite coastal locations in 
Britain and included The Broomway at Foulness Island. This ancient, raised trackway lies about half a mile 

off the island, running parallel to the coastline for 
about six miles, from Wakering Stairs (see photo 
left) to Fisherman’s Head on the northern coast of 
the island, a short distance from the village of 
Courtsend. Several tracks branch off The 
Broomway leading to farms on the island and, for 
those without a boat, for many years it was the 
only reliable way of getting onto Foulness. The 
track was probably built out to sea – as opposed to 
on the land –  because the many creeks made it 
difficult to construct a route over the land, 
whereas a trackway out at sea sited on the level 
surface of the Maplin Sands could be built up and 
maintained whenever the tide was out. The name 
‘Broomway’ is thought to have originated from 
the hundreds of "brooms", bundles of twigs 

attached to short poles sunk into the mud, which at first marked the route. 
There is some disagreement as to whether the trackway is man-made or simply follows a ridge of firmer sand. 
Traces of Roman settlements on Foulness Island have promoted the theory that it is of Roman origin and it is 
likely that there was a Roman fort off Foulness which was linked to The Broomway, but has now disappeared 
under the mud due to the well-documented rise in sea-level. Others suggest it could have been an Anglo-Saxon 
drove-way. However, there is specific mention of the trackway in early 15th century records, and it appears on 
a 16th century map.  
The Broomway has been described as ‘the most perilous byway in England’ and is said to have resulted in the 
deaths of over 100 people over the centuries. The Foulness Burial Register records 66 bodies recovered from 
the sands since 1600. During the 18th century various efforts were made to improve the track, which was the 
main route from the island for farmers taking produce to market. A guidebook of 1769 stated that "the passage 
into [Foulness] is at low water, and on horseback, insomuch that many, either in negligence, or being in 
liquor, have been overtaken by the tide and drowned".  

The historian Philip Benton, author of The History of 
Rochford Hundred published in 1867, described the 
risks for those without a guide, and wrote that others 
succumbed to the "pleasurable excitement" of the 
dangers: "some farmers would stay [on the 
mainland] to the last, and then race the tide, and 
swim the creeks. Some of those who have been used 
to the sands all their lives have there yielded up their 
breath, and many hair-breadth escapes are 
recorded". As recently as March 1917 one of the 
"leading farmer[s] on the island" was drowned one 
evening when returning along The Broomway from 
Rochford Market. 
The Broomway remained a vital link to the island 
until the 20th century. Writing in 1901, the Essex 
author Reginald A. Beckett described "one of the 

most curious sights [he] ever beheld" as "when reaching the Stairs just before dark, there appeared a 
procession of market-carts coming from Foulness and rapidly driven across the sands, through water about 
a foot deep, with two or three fishing-smacks beyond and a distant steamer on the horizon". Perilous indeed! 
After the road-bridge was opened in 1922, use of The Broomway ceased. Jim Sanctuary 
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THE GREAT STORM 1987 
 

Walking along the London Road into Southend to work (at BT) one Friday morning in October 1987 (when 
only limited public transport was available) was a pretty scary event.  This was, of course, the morning after 
The Great Storm: the road and pavements were littered with debris, signs were hanging from shops, some by 
only one chain, trees, especially in and around Chalkwell Park, had fallen and some telephone kiosks were 
inaccessible. 
On arriving in Personnel (as it then was) I was met by someone asking if staff could leave early.  My day 
didn’t get any better after that but the Area Manager and his senior Engineering managers were having a far 
worse time as, among various other problems, so many calls were coming in from subscribers whose phones 
were not working because the overhead lines were down.  
It was great to close the door that night and to look forward to a quiet weekend sorting out our garden fences 
but very early on the Saturday morning my phone was ringing ‘off the hook’ with calls from the Area and 
Engineering Managers telling me to book hotels/guest houses for a contingent of engineers who were being 
drafted in from the Midlands where the damage was nowhere near as bad. 
Armed with a local Phone Book I didn’t really anticipate any problems (apart from keeping the 
accommodation within budget) until I found out that the Electricity Board, who had had similar problems, 
were on the same mission as me and had, in a lot of cases, beaten me to it.  This coupled with constant calls 
from our Board members meant that the weekend was spent almost entirely on the telephone, but by Monday 

morning most things had been resolved, including subsistence payments 
for the men, maps of Southend, together with booklets for them (hastily 
obtained from the Civic Centre opposite).  Two of the staff then departed 
to the Engineering Centre to meet ‘the incomers’ with these items.  They 
came back highly amused as apparently when the lorries arrived the men 
were loudly whistling the theme tune to Thunderbirds Are Go! 
Naturally, there were complaints: some engineers didn’t like their 
accommodation, others wanted cheaper lodgings, and one irate landlady 
phoned to report that an engineer had gone in with his boots still on.  
When I asked if, perhaps, she had asked him to remove them, she 
retorted that that was my job! 
At the end of the assignment the Area Manager had had tumblers 
engraved to present to those involved and although not an engineer I was 
graciously given one too.  Waterford Crystal it isn’t, filled with any form 
of drink it wasn’t, but nonetheless it still remains in my cupboard as a 
souvenir of that time. Sue Balkwell 

 
 
Sue’s interesting article allows 
me the opportunity to include two 
more images from Lyanne 
Loveday’s fascinating collection 
of photographs of The Great 
Storm, showing damage to a 
shopfront at the corner of London 
Road and Milton Road, and a 
wind-felled tree which landed on 
a property in The Ridgeway. 
I’m sure we all remember this 
devastating weather event, and 
have particular memories of the 
impact on our homes, and to our 
lives. So, drop me a line with your 
recollections. Jim Sanctuary 


